Chapter 12: Intro to Muggles & Wizards Alike-the Evolution 

"WELCOME, WELCOME. I'M PROFESSOR COURTESE Shanelly(1)—though you may call me Lady Courtese if you’d like," the young teacher said, smiling at her first class of the day. "Ah, I see you’ve selected your seating arrangements." She noted that most of the children shuffled into various corners along with their fellow House-mates—there was barely any House interaction. "Is this how it’s always chosen? Where you sit, I mean?" 

Hermione raised her hand politely. 

"Yes, Ms.—"

"Hermione Granger, Professor. We all usually just sit with our houses."

The professor nodded decently. "Hermione. Lovely name dear. But please call me Lady Courtese, Professor makes me sound so old, and I’m only 37!" 

The class laughed along with Courtese as she sat on top of her low-rise desk, looking over her class, checking off names. 

"Now, let me see." She looked at her parchment of names and then looked up, nodding toward the back "You back there—left, back corner. You’re all Slytherins, are you not?" Malfoy and his group nodded. "What’re your names?" 

They all looked around at each other, silently declaring Draco and Pansy as their leaders. Pansy spoke first as Draco settled down in his chair next to Blaise Zabini. 

"Profess— I mean Lady Courtese, I’m Pansy Parkinson," Lady Courtese nodded. "This is Greg Goyle, Vincent Crabbe," Pansy continued as she pointed to each one of her Slytherin comrades "Millie Bulstrode, Keefe Richards, Xander Phelps, Blaise Zabini, Gloria Snare and Draco Malfoy." 

"It’s a pleasure to meet all of you,’ Courtese said kindly, her eyes lingering on Draco noticeably.

As Lady Courtese went on to ask for introductions from the other Houses, Ravenclaw and Hufflepuff, the Slytherin boys elbowed Draco teasingly, noting on how Lady Courtese’s eyes lingered on him. Draco just smiled to himself. 

Courtese Shanelly was in her late 30's. She had married Stuart Shanelly when they were just 19; she and Stuart had met working in Europe in a secret-organized group against the Dark Forces. Courtese had blond-red hair, hints of honey in its shimmers, that was shoulder length. Her eyes were softly painted gray with whispers of blue that reflected a kind and relaxed mood. She stood proudly at 5’6’’ and was a very attractive and all-around pleasant person. 

"Now, how about all of you in the right, front," the professor acknowledge Hermione, again, to introduce the Gryffindors. 

"Oh—well, I’m Hermione Granger, this is Neville Longbottom, Seamus Finnigan, Parvati Patil, Dean Thomas, Lavender Brown, Owen McLord, Ron Weasley and Harry."

"Just... Harry?" the professor asked, nodding toward the raven-haired boy. Courtese had a flashback to her school friends, thinking, If I didn’t know better, I’d say he looks an awful lot like— 

‘No, um. Harry. Harry Potter.’ 

Oh, dear me, a Potter.

A collective silence grew in the room as the professor eyed Harry the same way she had eyed Draco Malfoy. 

The tips of Harry’s ears turned pink as he looked around at everyone—encouraging smiles from the males (with the exception of Slytherin), giggles from the girls (again, except from Slytherin) and a sneer reserved only for him given by one Draco Malfoy. 

"I see. Well, it’s great to have all of you in my class. This is my first time teaching, so this is all really very new to me. And at that, I’m teaching a new class that hasn’t been taught before now. So it’s a pleasure. Now, can anyone tell me what exactly they believe this class is to be about?" 

Hermione, of course raised her hand. As did Pansy Parkinson, Justin Finch-Fetchley from Hufflepuff and a girl from Ravenclaw. But none of them were the ones that Professor Shanelly called upon. 

"Hmm, let me see... Ah, how about you, Mr. Weasley." 

Ron’s cheeks turned red as he stuttered out, "W-well, I expect it to be a lot like... like our History class we had last year." 

"That’s real insightful, Weasel!" Blaise Zabini called out, cackling like the warlock he was.

The Gryffindor half of the room, if not more than half, expected Lady Courtese to scold Zabini. But she didn’t. 

"Actually, Mr. Zabini, Ron is on the right track," she pleasantly noted to Blaise, then turned her attention back to Ron. "However there are a few things you omitted, Mr. Weasley." Courtese said simply. "In brief, this class will deal with the animosity between Purebloods, Half-bloods, Muggleborns and Muggles. Though, before I go into explicit detail of why you are required to take this class, I think I better get a little more aquatinted with you all. Does anyone have any questions?" 

A Ravenclaw male asked, "I heard that you went to a different school then your husband, is that true?" 

"Yes, Mr. Parin, it is. I attended Hogwarts while Stuart, my husband, attended Harpress School of Sorcery in Salem, Massachusetts, that’s in south-east America." 

"How old is Sir Stuart Shanelly?" someone asked out.

"My husband is two years older than me, thus making him thirty-nine," Shanelly answered kindly.

"Lady Courtese," asked a small Hufflepuff 7th year. "What House were you in when you attended Hogwarts?" She paused. "Did you know any of our parents?" 

"Ah, yes, Ms. Everset. I, myself, was an honorary Slytherin."

At this everyone paled, except for the Slytherins of course, who ‘whooped,’ and clapped happily, sneering at the other students as if saying, ‘We got another Slytherin teacher on our side!’ 

Lady Courtese continued, smiling. "As for your second question. Yes, I knew many of your parents. Now let me see... Oh, I knew your mother Mr. Weasley; my older sister had a couple of detentions together with her. When I came to visit her during the holidays, my sister that is, I met her in one of her detentions. She was a very pleasant woman, your mum."

"Yyou knew—" Ron stuttered and if just realizing what the professor had said, continued with "My MUM had detentions!" Ron asked completely amazed—This couldn’t be right. His mum was the pinnacle of obedience. Or at least she beat that notion into her children.

"Yes she did. I recall one that they served together." Lady Shanelly reminisced as she walked around the room. "It was rather funny watching my older sister Isabella and her cleaning a well-sized Potion’s room with Muggle toothbrushes.’ Courtese smiled at the memory, then continued with one of her own. ‘I also remember Professor Remus Lupin, your current Defense Against the Dark Arts Instructor. We served a good amount of detentions together. I hexed one of my fellow Slytherins with a fake wand—and the outcome was, shall we say... very obscure. Remus, or shall I say Professor Lupin, I believe, got into bit of a banter with Sirius Black, a comrade of his, both in 2nd Year at the time. Anyway, what their argument was about I couldn’t tell you. All I know is that he had detention for a week, cleaning the Trophy Room and the Equipment Shed. Sirius used to come down to the room or shed and simply stand there, smirking at Remus, occasionally they’d get into a brawl, but eventually they settled things before a teacher found out." 

"Sirius Black! That mass murder!" Pansy shrieked. "He was murdered you know! I heard Voldemort wasn’t happy with him, so he blew him up in the Ministry of Magic when he was trying to steal something in our 5th year!" 

"That’s not true!" Harry Potter said, raising his voice. No one talked about his godfather that way. No one. 

"And you would know, wouldn’t you Potty!" Blaise Zabini shot back. 

Courtese Shanelly shook her head, mumbling, "I see the House rivalry is still at it’s pinnacle. Mr. Zabini and Ms. Parkinson, please refrain from making accusations which are incorrect and to which you have no knowledge about."

"Bbut!" 

"Op!" she cut Blaise off. "I happen to know, in full detail, that Sirius Black was an innocent and was not the one who killed 13 people with one curse. AND—" At this point everyone’s eyes were glued to Professor Shanelly. "—that he died... saving Harry here." She gave Harry a sweet look that eased his surprise but didn’t extinguish his curiosity. 

How did she know that? Harry wondered. There’s only one way she’d know about that... 

"Now. What were we originally speaking about? Oh yes. Do I know any of your parents? I know many of them, though only a few was I ever close to. Mr. Malfoy, I believe I had the..." Here the professor searched for the most pleasant word to use. "... opportunity, to meet your father and uncle." 

At this Draco’s eye widened, sitting up a bit straighter. "You knew them?" 

"Yes, I did. Though I wasn’t in Lucius’ year or Falcon’s. I was, in fact, in Daphnia’s year. Daphnia Malfoy is Draco’s aunt, if any of you aren’t familiar with the Malfoy family." She addressed the whole class, then turned her attention back to Draco. "Her and I are still close friends to this day, did you know?"

"No, I didn’t know that." 

"It’s true. I knew your Uncle Falcon when I was a 1st Year. I believe he was working as a squire to Professor Pinsote, the Potion’s Master at the time; he wasn’t in school or anything, he had graduated four years earlier or so. Your father, I think was in his 6th Year at the time. They were quite the team, those two. Especially strong together for our Quidditch team, well so I heard, during the years they were both on the team. I wasn’t in school at the time, too young. But, I heard as well as saw the trophies that deduced them to having never lost a match as long as they were in school together."

"Salazar. I knew my father was on the team but I didn’t know that." 

"It’s quite true Draco, may I call you Draco?" Malfoy nodded. "Yes. I was friends with Daphnia, very good friends. I met her my second year in Transfiguration, she was a first year I tutored. We clicked instantly." 

"Probably cause you were both in Slytherin." Ron said out of no where. He didn’t flinch when he said it, though, because it wasn’t meant to be an insult. 

"Actually Ron, I was the one in Slytherin. Draco’s aunt was in Gryffindor—" gasps went around the room. Draco didn’t mind if everyone knew—he was proud of his aunt, she was after all a very strong, independent woman. And it was also the first step for everyone to accept Draco and see him in a different light. 

"I don’t believe it." Ron said again, looking back and forth between the professor and Malfoy. 

"Believe it. Daphnia and I hung out ever since first year. She—" here Lady Courtese searched for the right words to use for this sensitive topic. "She had made arrangements to live in the castle during her schooling here. She was a brilliant student, had her nose in books all the time—I suppose—" At this point she looked directly at Draco, as if telling him she knew the truth, but wasn’t going to divulge it to the rest of the class. "—that her family wanted her to get good marks on her tests. After that, Dumbledore thought it best to let Daphnia stay with him and the other professor’s at Hogwarts—she wanted to become a Mediwizard and study near Madam Pompfrey." 

"Wow. Draco, you never told us your aunt was a Mediwizard." Blaise looked at his friend. 

"You never asked," Draco shrugged. 

"Well, anyway... Let me see. Ooh, I also knew your parent’s as well Mr. Potter." 

Silence. 

Harry sat up a little straighter. As did the rest of the class.

"I was very close to Daphnia Malfoy, as she was to James Potter and Lily Evans. Daphnia and your parent’s, Mr. Potter, were good friends, did you two know?" She asked directing her attention to Harry and Draco. They shook their heads, looked at each other briefly and then turned their attention back to the teacher. 

"Yes, it’s true. Daphnia spent many holidays altering between her friends and their families. It got terribly depressing after a while, I imagine, being cooped up in this castle all the time. One summer she’d spend with the Evans’, another she’d spend with the Potter’s. She also spent time with me, Sirius Black and his younger brother Regulus, as well as Professor Snape when we were all attending Hogwarts. However, though Draco’s aunt was a very well-liked person, her friends didn’t particularly like one other. James and Sirius were good friends but neither liked Severus, and likewise, Severus loathed them as well. Lily and I got along fine, we fought of course, but it was usually just friendly teasing fights. And James and I were good friends also. Then there was the famous rivalry of James Potter and Lucius Malfoy. But I’m not going to even go there.

"I remember when I was in my 3rd year here, that year Daphnia had introduced me to your mother, Harry. Lily was a beautiful girl, a very beautiful person. I would honestly say that she was probably the embodiment of good and justice. Everyone wanted to be around her. She was a stickler to the rules, very school-bound, much like you Ms. Granger. You remind me so much of Lily. I bet you’re the one that makes sure your two friends here (she pointed to Ron and Harry) don’t go and get themselves killed, am I right? Yes, well, Lily always tried to make Sirius and James stop hexing people in school. It was terrible, the way those two behaved in our earlier Years at school. Your father was a great man, Harry, and pardon my language, but he could be a really big butthead."

Everyone was on the edge of their seats, itching to hear what the professor had to say next. 

"Oh but enough about the past. We can talk about that some other time. Right now I want to tell you why you’re here." She walked around looking at everyone. 

"You are here because a certain young warlock among you fought Voldemort, the self-acclaimed protege of Salazar Slytherin himself, for sixteen years of his life, and in the last couple of months of being sixteen he finally defeated him. Yes, I am talking about none other then Mr. Potter here." She gestured to Harry, who in turn, turned pink. The Slytherin’s, except Malfoy who stared blankly at Potter, sneered. 

"Oh you probably all think he’s an attention seeking little boy don’t you?" Everyone looked around startled. "And I suppose you all have your reasons—after all, he was always claiming to have seen Voldemort, wasn’t he?" 

About this time Hermione and Ron were horrified that a teacher was saying such things. 

"And I’m sure many of you are well aware of who Voldemort’s followers were. Many of them being your parent’s and such." Mouths dropped open at her bluntness. "Can anyone tell me what Voldemort’s follower’s proclaimed themselves as?" 

Malfoy and Hermione raised their hands while everyone else was too afraid or too stunned to do so themselves. 

"Hmm, yes, Draco." Everyone froze and turned to face Malfoy. 

"They called themselves Death Eaters." 

"And do you know why they called themselves that, Mr. Malfoy?" 

"Well, Voldemort gave his follower’s a mark, called the Dark Mark, which was his symbol of loyalty to his cause. The command that Voldemort would say that imprinted or tattooed itself onto the Death Eater’s forearms is Morsmordre. It means, literally, to ‘take a bite out of death.’ Thus making it a fitting name for them to call themselves Death Eaters."

"Very well done, Mr. Malfoy. Twenty points to Slytherin. I’m impressed." 

"Oh common, that isn’t fair, his dad was a Death Eater!" an unknown Ravenclaw boy said in the back. The Slytherin’s glared daggers at him. 

"Which made it proper to award him twenty points." Shanelly walked to her desk, turned around and leaned against it, staring intently toward her students. "We’re here to discuss what we know, not to accuse. His father may have been a Death Eater, but that doesn’t make him one—And young people’s views change as they mature, as I’m sure you’ve all experienced. I believe it was fair that I gave Mr. Malfoy those points because he isn’t afraid to speak of that which he knows of. Very good. Now, can anyone tell me what Lord Voldemort’s real name was?"

Everyone looked at each other, no one knew, not even the Slytherin’s. No one’s hand raised. No one’s except Harry Potter’s. 

"Yes, Harry?"

"Um, his real name was Tom Marvolo Riddle." 

Gasps present. Eyes bugged out. Mouths agape. Check. 

"And do you know why the he changed his name to Voldemort from his surname? And what it means?" 

"Well, he... he wanted a name that everyone would know, that everyone would fear. You see, if you change around the letters of Tom Marvolo Riddle you’ll be able to get ‘I am Lord Voldemort’ out of it. He chose the name Voldemort essentially because voler means ‘to steal’ while mort means ‘death.’ I believe he thought it fitting because he wanted to cheat death himself as well as punish others by maiming those who didn’t agree with him. Voleur de mort changes directly and literally to ‘thief of death.’ (2)

"Impressive, Mr. Potter. Twenty points to Gryffindor." Parvati Patil had raised her hand cautiously. "Yes Ms. Patil?" 

"Lady Courtese, I was just wondering, what exactly are we to accomplish by speaking of Voldemort. He’s gone. Can’t we just forget it all?" Her along with several others nodded. 

"Good question Ms. Patil. However, the answer to your question isn’t something pleasant to the ear. We can’t just forget about what happened. To forget is to repeat. To repeat is to endanger lives. That cannot happen. This class is to combine the knowledge of that which we know of Voldemort, the Dark Arts, muggle life and everything in-between. This class, Parvati, is to ensure that your generation from here on won’t make the same mistake again." 

"So, you’re saying that we’re going to be learning... about Muggles? Like we did in Muggle Studies?" Draco asked. 

"Not just learning about Muggles, Draco. You’ll become one." 

Many ‘what’s!?’ circulated around the room. 

"We’re going to define Muggles, Half-bloods, Purebloods, Mudbloods, and everything else that is relevant. Now I know what you’re thinking. The teacher just said, Mudblood." Hermione, Ron and Harry looked at each other. 

"And I’m not going to lie, I’m sure many of you have said it to someone, heard it said to someone or have even had it said to you. But that’s not the issue of whether you said it or not, the question is WHY did you say it or WHY was it said to you? Why would someone even say it?" 

Everyone looked around amongst themselves. Oh yes, this was definitely going to be an interesting class. 

"We’re also, in the coming year, going to be taking a few field trips, in groups of course, I could never take a class this large anywhere, you’ll have to be split up by tomorrow or next week."

"Where will we be going Professor?" Hermione asked. 

"We’ll be going to London. The Muggle part of London. You’re wondering why, and here’s the reason—you, both warlocks and witches are going to see, if you don’t already know, how the other half lives—you’ll be doing this because I want you to know what it’s like, what they do, how they go about life. And then I’m going to ask you, why you believe Muggles to be inferior, and if they really are. I’m going to test you. Your wands will be taken away for one week, you will perform all your school duties as well as class homework and such, Muggle-style."

Horrified gasps circulated around the room. 

"Any objections will result in failing my class. This is an easy enough assignment. Not hard at all." 

"But Professor! We won’t be able to survive like those Muggles!" someone yelled. 

"Ah, but you’ve just said the first thing I was going to address. Many believe Muggles are so helpless without magic, some of you even grew up to think that way—but what would we be without our wands and magic to help us? It’s hard work being a Muggle. To the contrary of popular belief, Muggles don’t just laze about. They go about their daily lives the same everyday without magic. And look at all the things they’ve accomplished without sorcery; electricity, engineering, technology... Are there any Muggleborns in here?"

Snickers were around the room, and one tentative hand raised (Justin was too much of a wuss at the moment). 

"Ah, Ms. Hermione Granger. I had a feeling you were. Now, how many Purebloods do we have?"

Many raised their hands. 

"Well. That does outnumber you Ms. Granger." Hermione visibly sunk lower in her chair. "But don’t fret dear. How many have used the term Mudblood to someone like Ms. Granger?"

No one raised their hands. They just looked at each other. 

"Oh come now, be honest. If you call someone a Mudblood then you most certainly believed completely in what you said, did you not?" 

Harry finally saw where Lady Courtese was going. She wasn’t singling-out Hermione. She was helping everyone understand her. People began to raise their hands in defeat. This lady would know if they were lying anyway. 

"Well. That is a good number. Not as many as I would have thought, but good nonetheless. The definition, that I’m aware of anyway, of a Mudblood, is a witch or wizard who has dirty blood, or who is Muggle-born. Now," she began. Courtese gestured toward Hermione. 

"Do you all know Hermione here?" People began to nod their heads yes. "No, I mean, really know her. Did you know that Ms. Granger here is a single child? Or that she’s had a tie at the top of your year in marks since first year with that of one other student, a Pureblood, at that, in this year? Did you know her middle name is Jane? Did you know that Ms. Granger has, countless times, put her life on the line for her friends here, Ron and Harry? Or what about her helping Harry and Mister Weasley here figure out who opened the Chamber of Secrets, what the monster was and how to stop it even though she, herself, was petrified?" Harry and Ron sat amazed. Everyone else just sat there dumbfounded. "No. I thought not. So, right at this very moment, children, I am giving you the chance, to freely say, aloud, without getting points deducted, that you can call Ms. Granger a Mudblood to her face and in front of me. On the count of three you may say it. Hermione, would you come up here please." 

Horrified, Hermione obeyed and walked to the front of the class and stood facing her peers next to Lady Shanelly. 

"One. Two. Three—" 

Silence ensued. After a good minute Courtese chuckled softly, patting Hermione on the back. 

"Ah. Thank you Ms. Granger for allowing me to use you as my first example. You may sit down now. Oh, and Ms. Granger." Hermione turned before she took her seat. "Twenty points to Gryffindor for putting up with that." Hermione smiled brightly. 

She felt... oddly exhilarated and confident. 

"Now. I hope you all realize that if I hear anyone call another student a Mudblood, that I will take 100 points from your House, as well as give you suspension for a week. And don’t forget loads of homework. Why? Because none of you took that free chance to call her a Mudblood. Would you like me to tell you why you didn’t say it, rather then asking one of you to admit it? Well, it’s simple really. You respect her. Whether she’s Muggleborn or not has nothing to do with it. She’s smart and you all know it. If you think otherwise I’ll gladly call you jealous. Muggleborns aren’t Mudbloods, nor is their blood dirty. It is, in fact, more pure then that of a Pureblood." People mouths gaped open in objection. "Oh shut your mouths before you get drool on my floor. Muggleborns are a rare gift to our world. Not as in they are rare because they most certainly aren’t, but to be born of two muggles... is a very extraordinary thing. They are just as talented or not talented as any Pureblood witch or wizard. It isn’t in their blood, that defines their power and promise to our world. It’s in their heart."

Lady Courtese Shanelly moved around the room now, addressing her pupils more intimately by walking amongst them. 

"What, and I apologize again Ms. Granger for using you as yet another example, would you say, in three words, would describe her?" 

Millie Bulstrode slowly put up her hand. 

"Yes, Ms. Bulstrode." 

"Well, not to sound rude, but from what I gather, before our lesson today, I would have said Granger was an overachiever, nosey and just plain annoying."

Hermione made a face. 

"And now?"

"And now... I don’t think any of that." Millicent gave a look to the teacher that said, please don’t ask me to elaborate. 

"Thank you Ms. Bulstrode. Class, would anyone know, and I don’t mean to be rude either Ms. Granger, why Hermione would strive to overachieve as it was said? No? Well, let me... I believe that Ms. Granger here would strive to do her best, or maybe do even more then her best, because of something so simple that you probably couldn’t even begin to fathom it. It’s not because she aims to be great at something, or to get a good job—and stop me if I’m wrong Hermione—but she ‘overachieves,’ because she knows or at least knew that students here at Hogwarts would say she was a stupid Mudblood and not of pure blood therefore she wasn’t smart enough to be given the chance of day. But you proved them wrong didn’t you Ms. Granger? Hermione, class, strove to do better then her best, because she wanted to prove to you, that even though she was Muggleborn, she was just as, if not more, capable of that which a Pureblood could do." 

Silence ensued as everyone began to look at things from a whole new perspective. 

"Oh, and by the way, I’m a Muggleborn too," Professor Shanelly said. 

Gasps. 

"And I was sorted into Slytherin. Scary isn’t it? But would you like to know something interesting class? I may have been a Slytherin, I may have had the skills of one, but I had the heart of a Gryffindor, the loyalty of a Hufflepuff and the dignity and brains of a Ravenclaw. All in all, it doesn’t matter which House your in. Your House doesn’t define who you are, or what your abilities are or who you become or fall in love with. You define your House. Diversity is the best thing among a House—there’s many different opinions, different options, different choices—different people to meet and go on dates with—" At this everyone laughed. 

"But there are reasons there are Houses. Everyone has a different learning ability, and different skills, unique to their house, certain things in which they need to focus on. That is why people are sorted into Houses. To build their skills."

"Ah, but I see we’re out of time already. So, we’ll go over everything we’ll be attending to do this week, tomorrow. Until then, think about what I said. And try and get to know people for themselves and not by their birthright or by their House." 

The class all around, every 7th Year, shifted in their seats, looking distraught—no one wanted to leave. 

Lady Courtese Shanelly smiled pleasantly.

"Class is dismissed." 

 

 

 

~*~

1- Professor Courtese Shanelly is based upon my best friend, Elle. 
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